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"Are we going into the garage?" I asked Peter
doubtfully,

We were already half way to freedom in the main
square : if we went to the garage we might easily become
involved in some argument there, or else the car we chose
might not start. We had already been lucky with one
sentry : perhaps the guards at the main gate would be
equally careless. Why waste time in trying to get a car
when we might escape on our feet ? But would our luck
hold ? Was it possible that we could walk out unques-
tioned and unsuspected ?

While we hesitated, an individual came up behind us
who settled the matter. After passing, he turned round to
stare, and we saw that he was a Turkish officer. We
returned his scrutiny with composure, but it was
obvious that he did not like the look of us.

Hurrying a little, he went on to the main gate and called
out the sergeant of the guard. We saw them both peering
into the gathering darkness in our direction, and hadjao
doubt that they were talking about us. We could not now
approach either the garage or the main gate, so we slunk
diagonally across the square, towards a side gate, which
was evidently locked at this time of night although a
sentry paced before it,

Near it, some trees afforded us a little cover: we must
be quick and get through the railings here, before the hue
and cry began. But the railings were more closely spaced
than those in the garden : we stuck in them, wriggled
back, climbed over. They were ten foot high and spiked
on top : while on the summit I surveyed the last of my
captivity !

Good-bye sentries, filth, days of boredom, nights of
irritated impotence !